doubled: I think by the call-boy. As to the women, Donna Anna
was fat and fifty; Elvira was a tearing, gasping, "dramatic" so-
prano, whose voice I expected to hear break across every time
she went higher than F sharp; and Zerlina, a beginner on her
trial trip, who finished Batti, batti and Vedrai carino with cadenzas
out of the mad scene in Lucia, was encored for both in conse-
quence. The orchestra was reinforced by local amateurs, the
brass parts being played on things from the band of the loth
Hussars. Everybody was delighted; and when I said I wasnt,
they said, "Oh! youre so critical and so hard to please. Dont you
think youd enjoy yourself far more if you were not so very par-
ticular." The idea of throwing away music like Mozart's on such
idiots!
When the call-boy and the Frenchman sank into a pit of red
fire to the blaring of the loth Hussars and the quacking of the
podgy creature under the table, I got up to go, disgusted and
disappointed, and wondering why people will pay extra prices
to hear operas mutilated and maltreated in a way that nobody
would stand with a modern comedy or Box and Cox. It was
raining like anything when we got out; and we had to wait nearly
ten minutes before a cab could be got for me. The delay worried
me because I was afraid of losing the last train; and though I was
a little soothed when I caught it with three minutes to spare, I
was in no very high spirits when the guard locked me into a first
class compartment by myself.
At first, I leant back in the corner and tried to sleep. But the
train had gone only a little way out of the station when a fog
signal went bang bang; and we stopped. Whilst I was waiting,
broad awake and very cross, for us to go on again, a dreary rush
of rain against the glass made me turn to the window, where, the
night being pitchy dark, I saw nothing but the reflection of the
inside of the carriage, including, of course, myself. And I never
looked prettier in my life. I was positively beautiful. My first sen-
sation was the pleasurable one of gratified vanity. Then came ag-
gravation that it was all thrown away, as there was nobody in the
carriage to look at me. In case you, superior reader, should be so

